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OLD EDWARDS. 
( Continued from page 142. ) 


Just then, a woman passed them on 
eroad, and discovered some signs of 
























iL onder at the attitude of Harley, who 
ry ood, with his hands folded together, 
‘ale oking with a moistened eye upon the 


llen pillars of the hut. 
uch entranced in thought, to observe 
er at all; Dut Edwards civilly accost- 
g her, desired to know, if that had 
ot been the school-house, and how it 
ame into the condition in which they 
ow saw it? “ A-lack a-day!” said | 


) be sure, sir ; the squire has pulled i it | 
own, bbecheisne it stood in the way of 
is prospects.”—“ What, how! pros- } 
ects! pulled down!” cried Harley.— | 
Yes, to be sure sir; and the green; 
rhere the children used to play, he has | 


puld violate a right so sacred : 


imbs that have saved thy son and his | 
hildren!? “Tf you want any thing | 
ith the school mistress sir,” said the | 
oman, “I can shew you the way to) 
er house.” — He followed her without | 
knowing whither he went. They stopped | 
at the door of a snug habitation, where 
ce@sat an elderly woman, witha boy and a) 
ue girl before her; each of whom held a! 


ak 


+-@ Supper of bread and milk in their hands. | | 


5. 





He was too’ 











e, it was the school-house indeed ; but said Harley. 


| 


| 


loughed up, because, he said, they hurt | kissed the children. 
e fence on the other side of it.” “Qh, | sir,’ 
is narrow heart!” cried Harley, that ; ; in the neighbourhood, and a sober in- 
to him || dustrious man he was ; but nobody can 
he noblest source of happiness is de- | } | help misfortunes : what with bad crops, 
ied; and the cares of his sordid soul | and bad debts, which are worse, his af- 
Bhall gnaw it, while thou sittest over a | fairs went to wreck ; and both he and 
brown crust ; smiling on those mangled | his wife died of broken hearts, and a 





‘“‘ Phere, sir, is the school mistress.” — 
“ Madam,” said Harley, “ was not an 
old and venerable man, school-master 
here some time ago?” “ Yes, sir, he 
was ; poor man! the loss of his former 
school house, I believe, broke his heart ; 
for he cied soon after it was taken 
down ; and as another has not yet been 
found, I have that charge in the mean 
time.” —“ And this boy and girl, I pre- 
sume are your pupils?” ‘“ Aye, sir, 
they are poor orphans, put under my 
care, by the pret and more promis- 
‘ind children [never saw.” “ Orphans,” 
“Yes, sir, of as honest 
creditable parents as any inthe parish; 
and is a shame for some folks to forget 
their relations, at a time when they 
have most need to remember them.” 

'* Madam,” said Harley, “let us never 
forget that we are all relations.” He 
“Their father, 


’ continued she, “* wasa farmer here 


sweet couple they were sir, there was 
not a properer man to look on in the 
county than John Edwards, and so in- 
deed were all the Edwardses:” “* What 
Edwardses!” cried the old soldier, 
hastily.” The Edwardses of South- 
hill, and a worthy family they were: 

« South- hill!” said he, in a languid 
voice, and fell back into the arms of the 
astonished Harley. ‘The school mis- 
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bottle, with the assistance of which they 
soon recovered the unfortunate Ed- 
wards, He stared wildly for some time, 
then folding his orphan grand-children 
in his arms, “ Oh! my children, my 
children !” he cried, * have I found you 
thus? my poor Jack! art thou gone? 
{ thought thou shouldst have carried 
thy father’s grey hair to the grave ?-—~ 
And these little ones” —his tears choak- 
ed his utterance, and he fell again on 
the necks of the children. ‘ My dear 
old man!” said Harley, “ Providence 
has sent you to relieve them ; it will 
bless me, if Ican be the means of as- 
sisting you.”—*t Yes, indeed sir,” an- 
swered the boy; “ father, when he was | 
dying, bade God bless us ; and prayed | 
that if grand father lived, he might | 
send him to support us.”” “ Where did 
they lay my boy :” said Edwards, “ In 
the old church yard,” replied the wo- 
man, “hard by his mother.” “I will 
shew it you,” answered the boy, “ forI 
have wept over it many a time when 
frrst I came amongst strange folks.” 
He took the old man’s .hand, Harley 
laid hold of his sister’s, and they walk- 
ed in silence to the church-yard. ‘There 
was an old stone with the corner bro- 
ken off, and some letters, half covered 
with moss, to denote the names of the 
dead. ‘There was a cyphered R. E. 
plainer than the rest: 





THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


tress ran for some water and a smelling | 


— 


, 


it was the tomb’! 


sistance of the school mistress, he 
vailed, and she accommodated } 
wards and him with beds in her how 
there being nothing like an inn ney, 
than the distance of some miles, 
( To be concluded in our next.) 


at 6 


SENTIMENT AND FEELING, 
There is nothing in which self. 


ception is more notorious, than in whg 
regards Sentiment and Feeling. Le 
vain young woman be told that tende, 
ness and softness is the peculiar cham 
of the sex, that even their weakness ; 
lovely, and their fears becoming, and yo 
will presently observe her grow sote 
der, as to be ready to weep for a fly, 
fearful that she starts at a feather; anf 
so weak hearted, that the smallest x 
cident quite overpowers her. Nothiy 
so effectually defeats its own ends, ; 
this kind of affection ; for though wam 
affections ; and tender feelings, are be. 
yond measure, amiable and charminy 
when perfectly natural, and kept unde 
the due controul of reason and print 
ple ; yet nothing is so truly disgusti 
as the affectation of these or even th 
unblinded indulgence of such as ar 
real. Compassion was not impresst 
on the human heart, only to adorn th 
fair face with tears, and to give a 
agreeable langour to the eyes; it wa 
designed to excite our utmost endeay: 


G 





they sought. ‘ Here it is, grand fa- 
ther,” said the boy. Edwards gazed 
on it without uttering a word: the girl, 
who had only sighed before, now wept 
outright : her brother sobbed, but he 
stifled his sobbing. ‘“ I have told sis- 
ter,” said he, “that she should not 
take it soto heart; she can knit alrea- 
dy, and I shall soon be able to dig: we 
shall not starve sister, indeed we shall 
not, nor grand-father neither.” ‘The 


girl cried afresh; Harley kissed of her; 


tears as they flowed, and wept between 
every kiss. It was with some difficul- 
ty that Harley prevailed on the old man 
to leave the spot where the remains of 
his son were laid. At last, with the as- 


ours to relieve the sufferers. 
a eo 
REMARKS ON THE WHITE PEOPLE OF 
" PHILADELPHIA, &c. 
(Continued from page 142.) 
The worship in the churches of this 





village, consists principally im gazing 
upon each other’s faces. We went to 
these places several times, but gainedf 
very little instruction. A man in black 
had a good deal to say from an elevat- 
ed station, but we could make nothing 
of his discourse. Another sat imme- 
diately opposite to him, who at certain 
intervals opened his mouth very wide, 
utterlug strange noises, in which the 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


ater part of the assembly joined him. 
ywards the conclusion of the service, 
. saw several old men, coming towards 
with long black sticks, polished very 


147 


the expense of our understanding. Com- 
pliances with the customs of the world 
in matters of indifference, are certainly 
allowable ; we cannot, indeed, without 








cely, which we supposed were to 

astise those who had been inattentive 
» the words of the man in black. From 
ne end of each of these sticks was sus- 

nded a long black cap, as far as we 
ould perceive, the inattentive persons 
ad no other way to avoid being beaten 

an by throwing a piece of metal into 
ne of these caps, which in an instant 
acified the chastiser. As we had no- 
hing wherewith to make atonement, we 
led with precipitation before the black 
tick reached us. 

Great numbers among them, are em- 
ployed, in our opinion, very childishly, 
nd in a manner that your majesty’s 
ubjects, deem an absolute waste of 
ime. "They manufacture a thin white 


substance, which they call paper, a man | 
lays a leaf of this before him, takes the 
quill of a water fowl, cuts it sharp, and 


hen, amuses himself in the most ridi- 
culous manner possible, dipping the 
point of his quill into a black liquid, 


and making little marks and scratches } 








upon the above-mentioned white sub-_ 
stance. —But, what surprises me most, | 


is that the old men and the chiefs of | 


the village, seem to take as much de- 
light in the silly diversion, as the boys 
and girls of thirteen and fourteen. For 
my part, I am inclined to think that it 
is nothing more than an exercise to pass 
away time. Tzeraboo, however, pre- 
tends to be convinced, that it is some 
other of their superstitious prices, 
handed down from the earliest ages of 
the country, the original meaning of 
which is lost. 


+ GR er 


FALSE SHAME. 


To be ashamed of acting upon every 
occasion in an immoral manner, is to 
discover a very laudable disposition; 
but to be ashamed of acting agreeable 
to the rules of moral rectitude, in any 
situation, against the stream of fashion, 








is to compliment the ton of the age, at | 


appearing ridiculously singular, set our- 


|selves in direct opposition to them, yet 
‘even with regard to them, we must 


draw a line, as compliances in the most 


trifling affairs, are sometimes attended 
with serious consequences. 
—— + Ge 


THE ROBBER—.2 Fragment. 


‘* The wearied animal can proceed no 
further,” said the Doctor, as he stopped his 
horse at the turnpike inn. He entered the bar 
room, inwardly cursing the bad roads, which 
prevented his reaching Salem before night, and 
seated himself by the blazing fire. Gloomy 
were his meditations, which become more hor- 
rific at the entrance of two men, whose faces 
presented to his disturbed imagination pictures 
of fierce banditti. “* Six hundred dollars thought 
he,—why did I bring it with me; and to pro- 
ceed alone,—but perhaps they may not be rob- 
bers,—perhaps they may not overtake me—at 
any rate, I will proceed.” After an inspiring 
draught, the journey is recommenced and 
trembling alive is the Doctor to each little 
noise. Ha!a robber; and with the deadly 
| weapon aimed ‘at that head, which had so 
| often directed the councils of the common- 

wealth. And shall a life so precious to, the 
nation, be sacrificed for a little pelf? Shall one 
fell blow deprive the country of a hero and a 
statesman? No. “ Take my money, but spare 
| my life’? exclaims the son of Galen, and casts 
| the pocket book at the ruffian’s feet. He waits 
not for reply but applies the lash to the jaded 
steed. Speed thee Rosinante, and bear thy mas- 
ter beyond the reach of danger—the welcome 
glare of light soon flashes onthe doctor’s eyes. 











4 Assistance is procured, and full pursuit of the 


robber is commenced—they reach the scene of 
villainy, anc monstrum horrendum—the terrific 
bandit still maintains his post, the weapon of 
death still extended, and the robber has not 
yet stooped to raise the booty which lay at his 
feet. A pump, with the handle frozen in a ho- 
rizontal position was found to have been mis.- 
taken by the sapient doctor, for a murderous 
highwayman. 


—— + oe 


The art of physic, is properly enough, com- 
pared by Hippocrates to a farce, acted between 
three persons ; the Patient, the Doctor, and 
the Disease. The Doctor and the Disease, 
however, risque nothing, it is all on the Pa- 
tient. 

a el 

Schinevola, a great Roman lawyer, being ask- 
ed what work might be done on a holy day; 
replied,—* That, which being -left undone, 





would occasion mischief.” 
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TO ELIZA. 


On seeing her abroad early in the morning. 


As drest in beauteous, though in simple 

charms, 

Aurora rises out of Titan’s arms, 

Or from the dawnings of the morning’s rays 

You tell the glories of the finish’d day : 

Or as the rose, sweet flower that decks the 
thorn, 

In maiden blushes emulates the morn. 

With dew bespangled on the velvet green, 

In modest state of ev’ry flow’r the queen: 

So you, Eliza, in this early hour, 

With Mild simplicity’s resistless pow’r, 

Shew thatthe charms of borrow’d pomp or art, 

Have no attractions to subdue the heart, 

Cempared with those which innocence be- 
stows, 

And like Minerva’s shield around you throws. 

Oh! from the world of business and of care, 

Far from the walks, where crowd the bloom- 
ing fair ; 

Where masts of ships appear the only trees, 

And cumbrous stores exclude the gentle 


breeze, 


Where plodding interest still alive to gain, 

From scenes of pleasure banishes the swain, 
How sweet to fly to where yon elms extend. 
Their friendly branches and their shadow lend. | 


eee 
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When nature form’d the nymph so neat, 
The matchless maiden more complete, 
Than ever eye beheld : 
Dame Venus like a vixen bold, 
Impell’d by envy broke the mould, 
To see herself excell’d, 
And I would turn with all my heart, 
A musselman like Bonaparte, 
If Mahomet had one such ; 
Would scale his walls of Paradise, 
Or break the gate down in a trice ; 
But Mahomet has none such. 
—=— 2+ or 
THE coT. 
Fierce when the rattling tempest pours, 
Aud hurls destructive fury round, 
Within my lowly cottage doors, 
A calm is found. 
Its humble walls securely stand, 
Nor whirlwinds rage, nor lightning dread, 
Whilst lofty tow’rs so proudly grand, 
Bow down the head. 
Thus baleful are the storms of life, 
When passions force resistless way ; 
Ambition, envy, hate, and strife, 
By turns hold sway. 
Such dangers eminence endures, 


— 





Such, vicious greatness, is thy lot ; 


Whilst virtue, happiness secures, 
In my low cot. 
eR 
THE COQUET. 
Lucy, with too successful art, 
Has spread for me the cruel snare, 
And now, when she has caught my heart, 





Oh blest Eliza! in such shades as these, 

To taste the sweets of privacy and ease ; 
Whilst others pant beneath the burning line, 
And long for quiet and a home like thine. 
May ev’ry day to you fresh pleasures bring, 
And all your life be grateful as the spring ; 
A life of peace, of innocence, of love, 

Such as will fit you for those groves above, 
Where crown’d with laurels of undying fame 
Repose each great and venerable name. 


+ ee 


SONG. 


¥uovGnH some who prate of love’s combustion, 
But deal in travesty and fustian, 
Because it is the fashion ; 
Cupid at me, of late let drive, 
And, oh! I’m terrified alive, 
By love’s volcanic passion. 
No other work of nature’s hand, 
No fabled nymph of fairy land, 
No vision of the fancy, 
Nothing in Heaven or earth or air, 
Is half a hundredth part so fair, H 
As my dear little Nancy. 
With her the graces and the Nine, 
And all that poets call divine, 
Can challenge no comparisons ; 
But Venus, Hebe and the rest, 
With more than mortal beauty blest, 


—== 


— 


She laughs and leaves it to despair. 
Thus the poor sparrow pants for breath, 
Held captive by a playfui boy, 
And while it drinks the draught of death, 
The thoughtless child looks on with joy. 
Ah! were its fluttering pinions free, 
Soon would it bid its chains adieu; 
Or did the child its suffering see, 
He’d pity and relieve them too. 
einen A oom 
We hope the gay and pleasing Mercutio has 
not entirely forgotten us, but will again oblige 


} us, by a renewal of his correspondence. 


Hubert a Tale, and Anecdote of Hafer, are 
marked for insertion. We conceive many more 
just allitweighty arguments might be advanced 
against the truly ridiculous, and in many in- 
stances injurious practice of guizzing, than 
those of Horatius. The following couplet 
might pass in the dur/esque, butill becomes the 
serious subject of Walter’s Maniac.” : 
‘© She’s gone, she’s gone, it must be so,” 
For sure the rocks their griefs do show.” 
The poem by O’Connor is too well known to 
demand an insertion, Lines to L. L. R.—On the 
death of an infant, &c. are under consideration.” 
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Would seem a set of Saracens. 
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